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Summary:
“You’re unbearable,” you mutter, lifting your head to look her in the eyes. She glares, lips parting no doubt to cuss you out some more, but her mouth falls open on a surprised moan when you grit your teeth and shove your hips down against hers sharply. “Never fucking stop til you get what you want,” you add, pushing her wrists harder against the pillows for leverage as you grind into the frantic movements of her hips.

She hisses and her body tries to squirrel away while simultaneously shoving into the feel of your cock through your jeans and her shorts. “Fuck you! You want it too, asshole!”

Notes:
i’ve never written in second person before but i tried switching it to third and it just didn’t hit the same so! i tried to keep it as in character as i could so i hope it worked!!

Work Text:
Ashley is nestled against your chest, snoozing peacefully through the early morning, no doubt dreaming up new and improved ways to keep you exactly where you are, under her thumb, hers —and only hers— for the taking. You find it hard to be mad about it, what with how oddly sweet and calm she looks while sleeping, so different to her usual erratic and loud behaviour.

Not that you’ve ever been very good at staying mad at her for it in the past, of course.

It’s fucked up, but a part of you —the part you’ve spent years refusing to look at too deeply, lest you open a can of worms she refuses to let you close again— revels in it, in her possessive behaviour, in the way she’s so eager to rip her claws into any woman who might catch your attention, desperate for everyone to know that you belong to her and her alone. There are ways to escape her, you know this; you’re sure she would even let you take that cleaver to her if you wanted to, that you could plunge it straight into her chest, twist it deeper and deeper until she’s gasping, and she wouldn’t even be mad about it because who better to take her life than the person it was made for. There’s a special place for you both in hell, and you have no doubt it includes you tied together for eternity.

But you don’t really want to.

Escape her.

You should, for obvious reasons but also others less so, but you’re as fucked up as she is, no matter how much you deny, deny, deny. If you’re hers, then she’s just as much yours in return; your irritating little sister, yours for the taking.

And take you will.

Ashley hums quietly against your chest as she stirs, hand curling over your waist to press at the bruise there; she shoved you into a wall the night before, angry over something stupid and blaming you like always, hands balled into fists as she screamed in your face. You pushed her away at first, annoyed at the sudden change from happy to brutal, but you’d tugged her into your arms once you realised her bitch-fit wasn’t going to die down that way, rolling your eyes as she resisted for a minute, and then another, before finally huffing and sinking into your body moodily. The bruises don’t really hurt, used to them as you are, and you’d rather shoot yourself in the head than admit to liking them, liking the pain, the person who inflicted them, the fact that they’re there at all.

Still, you hiss softly when she presses harder, tugging sharply at the strand of her hair twirling around your fingers, and her eyes open slowly, lidded and tired as her head tips back until your gazes meet and a lazy smile stretches across her lips. You smirk lightly and squeeze her closer. “Morning,” you murmur, a pleased look crossing her face. She leans up, and for a second you think she’s going to kiss you, heart picking up in your chest, in your ears, but instead she just bites your jaw, hard enough to hurt but not enough to break skin, though you’re sure the thought is crossing her mind as you speak.

“Good morning, Annndyy,” she coos, clearly enjoying the way you scowl in response.

You have half the mind to shove her off of you, but you’re too lazy to do that, and you quite like the weight of her leg over yours anyway, so you just tug at her hair again and say, “It’s Andrew.”

She clicks her tongue, flicking wet against your jaw, and responds, “Andrew, Andy, it’s all the same,” nipping closer towards your chin. You grit your teeth. She moves on swiftly. “Why are you awake so early?”

You glance at the window. The sun isn’t even up yet.

“Couldn’t sleep,” you admit. You squeeze her waist again and slide your free hand up to flick a finger under her chin when she juts it out demandingly. “What with your fat ass on me all night,” you add, just to see her eyebrows knit with annoyance, smirk returning at her scandalised gasp.

“Andrew!” she mocks, tilting her head to look down her body at the ass in question before sliding her leg down between yours to dig her knee against the bed and leverage herself up. “That’s no way to treat a lady!” she admonishes as she rights herself, your hands cradling her waist so she doesn’t fall.

“I don’t see any lady,” you shoot back, just as she lifts her leg over and sinks into your lap, wriggling in place —very much so the wrong place, you think as you will your body not to react— before huffing and stilling. The hand that whacks your chest is expected, the glare too, but not so much the insistent grind of her hips down against yours. Your eyes shoot wide and your hands clench down over the bones of her hips. “Ashley—”

She ignores you, like she always does, and rolls her hips down harder. “I’m a pretty lady! Tell me!” she snaps, even though whether she’s pretty or not was never mentioned in the first place. Which is just like her, honestly, to get mad at you for things you didn’t even say.

Rolling your eyes, you shove at her hips in an attempt to stop the slow shift of them against your own, face burning as your dick starts to take interest, and you hiss, “Fuck you! Get off!”

Ashley coos and bears down, digging her heels in —like fucking always— and leaning forward with her hands on your chest, giving you a full view of her cleavage that your eyes drink in hungrily before you hurriedly avert them in frustration. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, big brother,” she purrs, silky sweet down your spine and making you shudder. You’d love to know how she can flip the switch on her emotions so easily; lazy and tired one second, and loud and energetic the next, happy, then pissed, then sweet again. You’ve been putting up with it for years and still, you don’t understand how she does it with such ease.

“Fuck off, Ashley—” You buck your hips and push at her again, face burning further, like she’s holding your lighter to your skin, and cock twitching with interest, and finally, you manage to shove her off your lap and onto the bed beside you. She squeals as she lands, looking miffed, and then her leg lifts and she slams her heel down against your side, right against a bruise you forgot existed. Pain shoots through you and you hiss, “Shit—!” as you elbow her. She kicks at you again, so you roll up and over while gritting your teeth, towering above her smaller body, fighting for a grip on her wrists as she tries to squirm away. “You’re such a fucking bitch!”

“Screw you, Andrew!” she snarls, twisting her wrists in your hands in an attempt to free them until you grunt and slam them down against the pillows on either side of her head. She gasps. You can see it in her eyes when her tactic changes, followed closely by the way she giggles and a sickening smile slips onto her face, her legs wrapping around your waist as she rocks up and says, in that sweet, sultry tone, “Ooh. Gonna fuck me after all, huh, Andy?”

A sharp retort sits heavy on the tip of your tongue, something mean and harsh that you know will get you the silent treatment for a while, but it flies straight out that tiny motel room window when Ashley grinds up again, deeper, and rubs herself against your cock firmly. Your brain short circuits and you groan, eyes squeezing shut as your head drops against her shoulder, fingers squeezing around her wrists again and again. She makes a delighted noise and does it again, seemingly enjoying the sudden power she has over you as you’re forced to do nothing but shudder and try not to push your hips down into her, which is on par for her, really. Anything she can use to her advantage to make you more hers. Anything to keep you trapped in her clutches, not that there’s anywhere else you’d rather be. “Ley…” you breathe, arms shaking with the effort of keeping yourself upright, hips aching to move, groaning when her heel digs into the small of your back insistently.

You cling to the voice telling you this is wrong like it’s a lifeline —which it might as well be, honestly—, but it’s useless. Even if you had the strength to resist her (which you don’t, not if she wants it too, not anymore), you don’t really want to. Through the months of just the two of you locked away in your apartment, weeks on the road with no one but each other for company, through a lifetime of nothing but her sticking and staying, you’ve lost most of the resolve you had to keep away, to keep from crossing the line you both always toe and smudge and erase until you’re redrawing it tiredly, less prominent every time.

“You’re unbearable,” you mutter, lifting your head to look her in the eyes. She glares, lips parting no doubt to cuss you out some more, but her mouth falls open on a surprised moan when you grit your teeth and shove your hips down against hers sharply. “Never fucking stop til you get what you want,” you add, pushing her wrists harder against the pillows for leverage as you grind into the frantic movements of her hips.

She hisses and her body tries to squirrel away while simultaneously shoving into the feel of your cock through your jeans and her shorts. “Fuck you! You want it too, asshole!”

You release one wrist to flick her jaw, then slide your hand down between your bodies to shove inside her shorts, just to feel it for yourself. “Yeah? Which one of us is panting for it?” you sneer as you press your fingers against her cunt through the cotton of her panties, hot and wet, the fabric already soaked.

You are, a voice says, disembodied and tinged with disappointment and resignation. And fuck, it’s the truth, isn’t it? You can’t recall a time when Ashley viewed sex as something beyond transactional; she’s never really cared about it besides what it could get her, or what it could take away from her. She sees it as a means to an end. She isn’t the one looking at her younger sister and thinking about how it would feel to just press inside her and ruin her, ruin her more than she already is, take and take and take while she gladly gives. That’s all you.

That’s always been all you.

Her eyes glitter in a way that says she knows exactly what you’re thinking, but she doesn’t respond, just punches at your shoulder with her newly freed hand and tosses her head back with a moan while rutting down against your fingers. You grind them hard for a few seconds, just to see her suck a breath in through her teeth, before pulling them away and sliding your hand back out from her panties, grabbing her wrist and shoving it back down while she narrows her eyes and bucks her hips in protest.

“What the fuck—”

“Just shut up,” you groan, biting at her jaw. “You’re so much easier to tolerate when you’re quiet,” you add. A thought crosses your mind at that, eyes dropping to her lips for a brief pause before sliding up to meet her wide gaze. She frowns, then lights up a second later.

“If only there was a way to keep me quiet,” she purrs, stretching up to flick her tongue over your lips. You nip at it, grinning when she squeals. “Andrew!”

You ignore her and focus on fumbling her wrists together under one hand so you can freely slide the other down her body instead, curling over the sharp bone of her hip as you press deeper against her, pulling a soft moan from her lips when you do. The urge to pull back and tug your clothes off, to touch her properly, to sink into her the way you so desperately want to, tugs at you insistently, but you ignore it, too close to the edge to entertain the idea. You won’t even last a minute if you actually fuck her, you know this without a doubt.

Swallowing, you bite at her bottom lip, hips shifting faster as heat coils around your spine and the noises spilling from her lips get louder and louder. “Shit, Ashley…” you groan, head spinning, and her wrists push at your hand while she squirms, her whiny moan echoing through your brain. It’ll haunt you for the rest of your life and you don’t even have the strength to be mad about it.

“Gonna come for me, Andrew?” Ashley coos, breath hot on your face, eyes shining with satisfaction. She’s getting exactly what she wants. There’s no way you can come back from this; you’re hers, like you’ve always been. Your head drops until your forehead rests against her collarbones, panting against her chest. “Gonna blow your load for your little sister?”

The words have the desired effect. You groan low in the back of your throat as your gut twists and you tumble headfirst over the edge, twisting, mouthing up over her shoulder and sinking your teeth in as you rut against her, spilling hard and fast into your jeans like the teenage boy you aren’t. She cries out in pain. Your hand squeezes around her wrists hard enough to bruise, and the thought makes your cock twitch sensitively; the evidence of you finally giving in staining her skin for a week, two even.

You don’t even have to look to know she’s incredibly pleased about the fact.

As your hips slow, your teeth unclamp from her shoulder, eyes squeezing shut before you force them open, lifting to meet her gaze. She’s still grinding her hips up into yours, hitched breaths and body quivering clueing you in to how close to the edge she is too, making your dick ache and your head spin, so you push the hand on her hip back down inside her shorts, and then her panties too. Your fingers slide down between her lips, so slippery wet that you moan quietly, and you push two inside her without warning, enjoying the way she arches and her thighs squeeze around you, her eyes closing and her wrists fighting your grip some more.

“Come on, Leyley,” you coo, despite your hatred of the past, of the names, of what they represent. Your thumb rubs her clit firmly, making her gasp and shudder, and you add, “I want you to come for me,” lips brushing hers ever so slightly.

All it takes from there is a crook of your fingers and your teeth sinking into her bottom lip for her to cry out your name and clamp down on your hand. Her body arches as she rocks onto your fingers, your name and a string of incoherent moans bubbling free. You release her lip and kiss her jaw instead, easing her through the aftershocks, thumb stroking the sides of her wrists tenderly as her moans turn to gasps turn to sighs.

Eventually, your fingers slip free and you slide them out from her panties, no hesitation between that and when you slide them into your mouth to lick them clean. She tastes sweet, the polar opposite of who she is as a person, and a little salty, and it makes you moan quietly. She smiles up at you lazily. “Now I’m inside you,” she murmurs happily, arms tugging until you release her wrists, both hands flying up to cup your cheeks gently.

There’s a wet, popping sound as you pull your fingers from your mouth. “You already were,” you say, letting your tongue lick at the seam of her lips. “All twisted up around me, making me as black on the inside as you.”

Something satisfied floods her face at your words. “‘Cause you’re all mine, aren’t you, Andy.”

Insecurity laces through the words, even despite what you just did, and you ignore it easily.

“It’s Andrew.”

She pouts. You roll your eyes.

“Come on, then. It’s time we move on somewhere else, anyway,” you announce without acknowledging her words. You’ve been in this motel too long, thanks to her complaining about constantly moving around.

“Andrew!” she whines, in that way that suggests she’s going to be a pain in your ass until she gets what she wants —not that she won’t be anyway—, and you groan.

You kiss her sharply, the first time you’ve ever done that, and whisper, “Yeah. All yours. Now get up.”

She giggles happily as you roll off the bed, and you don’t even bother to stifle your smile in response.